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it dealt with everyday life, had been broadly sathical, or at any
rate humorous. But we now begin to discern, through the efforts
of story-tellers to appease it, a craving to hear the facts of life, to
see things as they are, which usually means distinctly worse than
they are. The comic tends to disappear ; humour and satire become
merely sardonic. Deloney is the only delineator of ordinary, un-
romantic people who keeps up the old spirit of fun. Greene and
Dekker's pamphlets on cony-catching were written ostensibly to
put readers on their guard against evildoers ; but they were no
doubt read with gusto for the sake of their grim sketches of the
seamy side. Realism, indeed, was continually identified with por-
traiture of the ugly and unclean, and the tradition maintained by
Defoe has lasted down to modern times.
The actual starting-point of this literature of rascality was The
John   Awdeley's Fraternitye  of Vacalondes  (1561), which was literature
followed   and  supplemented  by  Harman's  Caveat for Commen
Cursetors (1567), this in turn being shamelessly pilfered by Dekker
diop on the pale-faced paper, even when I do but think how the bowels of my
sick country have been tom " He conjuies up the most ghastly images to heighten
the descriptions that follow :—" What an unmatchable torment were it for a man
to be barred up eveiy night in a, vast, silent charnel-house, hung, to make it more
hideous, with lamps dimly and slowly burning, in hollow and glimmering corners;
where all the pavement should, instead of green rushes, be strewed with blasted
rosemary, withered hyacinths, fatal cypress and yew, thickly mingled with heaps
of dead men's bones $ the bare ribs of a fathei that begat him lying there, here
the chapless, hollow skull of a mothei that bore him ; round about him a thousand
corses, some standing bolt upright in their knotted winding-sheets, others half
mouldered in lotten coffins, that should suddenly yawn wide open, filling his
nostiils with noisome stench, and his eyes with the sight of nothing but crawling
worms ? And to keep such a poor wretch waking, he should heai no noise but
of toads cioakmg, screech-owls howling, mandrakes shrieking • were not this an
infernal prison? Would not the stiongest-heaited man, beset with such a ghastly
horror, look wild, and run mad, and die ? And even such a formidable shape did
the diseased city appeal in, for he that duist, in the dead hour of gloomy mid-
night, have been so valiant as to have walked through the still and melancholy
streets, what think you should have been his music ? Surely the loud groans of
raving sick men, the struggling pangs of souls departing, in every house grief
striking up an alarum, servants crying out for masters, wives for husbands, parents
for children, children for their mothers here he should have met some frantically
running to knock up sextons, there otheis fearfully sweating with coffins to steal
forth dead bodies, lest the fatal handwriting of death should seal up their doors.
And to make this dismal concert more full, lound about him bells heavily tolling
in one place, and ringing out in another. The dieadfulness of such an hour is
unutterable let us go fuither" (The Wonderfull Yeare> reprint of 1924, 38-39),
When in this attitude, and most of them assumed it one time or another, the Tudor
pamphleteers weie as gloomy and pessimistic as any of the churchyard poets of the
eighteenth century.
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